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Swayne would like to see her in the dressing-room. It took
her some time to realise that Miss Swayne was Gert, whom
she had hardly recognised on the stage, anyhow, so bright
with paint was her pasty face, so dark were her eyes with
kohl, so unexpectedly pleasing was the negligibly clad
dancing figure now for the first time revealed. It was
exciting to be here in the stuffy dressing-room, where Gert's
clothing, and the clothing of two other girls, was now hardly
even negligible, where gas buzzed in two round wire cages
over spotted mirrors and the choked air was fugged by
cosmetics, scent and bottled beer. Mr. Bentley was serving
the beer, with a dressing-table for buffet, expertly drawing
corks, and pouring, and froth-blowing, and handing with
a melancholy bow to the ladies. He was young and dark
with a silky drooping moustache. He wore a tight frock coat
with satin lapels, and, achieving what was perhaps the only
joke of his career, he wore in one lapel the touch of blue silk
ribbon that indicated a teetotaller. His feet were encased
in patent leather buttoned boots, and for some reason he
wore, there indoors, a tall silk hat. " Have another glass of
water, dear," he would say, handing the foaming beer.
" I'll join you/'

From all except Mr. Bentley, who maintained a morose
unsmiling face, the sally was greeted with laughter each
time it was uttered. Elsie heard it uttered eight or nine
times. She herself was pressed by Gert to " take to the
water, duck/' and she drank one glassful which she didn't
much like. She had to admit, though, as the first gassy
onset on her vitals passed away, that she felt cheered
and that the second half of the show seemed better than
the first.

She was invited to the dressing-room again when the
curtain fell. Mr. Bentley was still there wearing his hat and
handing round " glasses of water/' No doubt it was a good
joke: he did look absurdly like a temperance lecturer; but
the other two girls' seemed to have tired of it. They were
anxious to be off, and soon only Gert, Elsie and Mr. Bentley
were left. Gert was pulling on a stocking and Elsie was
drinking another glass of beer when Terry came in, rocking
a little on his feet. Mr. Bentley handed him a drink which
he threw quickly down his neck and said: " C'm on, Gert.
I've ordered a cab/'

Gert was soon ready, and they found the cab waiting